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write. She slipped on a dressing-gown, and at that weird and cheerless hour composed her best poems. The silence of the house and the creeping rose of the dawn inspired her. When I knew her she had just finished a philosophical work in verse, composed in these early hours.
Out of her study on the other side opened her music room, with a raised platform, on which were a piano, music stands, etc., ready for the concerts in which she delighted, for the Queen was passionately fond of music. All the artists of note who came to Bucharest were summoned to play here before her. Later, when the advancing stages of the painful malady of which she ultimately died forced her to keep to her room, she still indulged her passion for music, listening through the open door to the strains she loved. A few selected guests were admitted to share this pleasure. On these occasions we used to present our homage to the Queen lying on her sofa, dressed all in white, with a sort of glorified nun's head-dress in beautiful old lace framing her head and face. After kissing her hand, we retired to the auditorium, and she remained alone, with closed eyes, listening.
A third room opening from her study was occupied by her ladies-in-waiting.
Carmen Sylva in her best days must have been a wonderful woman. Even when we were in Bucharest, towards the end of her long career, she was most attractive.
She would have shone in any sphere of life that she chanced to be born into. She was so many-sided, so versatile. Intellectual, romantic and passionate as she was, there was another side to her222                  " INDISCRETIONS '
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